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tances, and the look of disgust and fright on the
faces of these women as they entered and saw
thick-set negroes with huge hps and dilated nostrils.
They hardly danced, and when they did they never
enjoyed the music, which syncopated to a rhythm
to which the}T were not accustomed, and which the
more sophisticated haunts of the West End did not
provide. But later, for some mysterious reason,
they came again, and the look on their faces was
not of boredom nor of fright. And their partners
were not the same. Gradually the rhythm grew
on them, and they began to understand that
mysterious something that takes jazz out of the
classification of distorted noise. Why did they come
again ? Was it the novelty of the place, or its
essential sensuality ?
One evening, across the room on the far side,
I saw a 'couple of young Mayfairites. There was
little doubt about their identity. The man was
young, wore the old boy's tie of one of the better
known of English public schools ; his suit had been
cut by a Saville Row tailor; he probably owned a
Bentley and his address was a guarantee that his
cheques would not be dishonoured. The woman
with him was "frightfully" English. She spoke in
a husky voice. The price of her dress would easily
keep a middle-class English family in food and
clothing for a week, with a visit to the dress-circle
of any London theatre. So they sat, these two,